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Summary: Sam is sitting on the couch completing his book report when 
John stumbles in, slamming the door violently behind him. Hurt! Sam 
HurtiDean [Abusive situations warning] 

[Pre-series ] 


Obliteration 

Sam is sitting on the couch completing his book report when John 
stumbles in, slamming the door violently behind him. John narrows his 
eyes at Sam and starts towards him, anger like fire burning in his 
eyes . 

"You think you can take your brother away from me!?" John 
bellows . 

"Wha-" He's cut off by a hard slap to his face, powerful enough that 
he's knocked back into the couch. 

"I've seen the way you look at him," John shakes his head, seething 
with rage, "that's not gonna happen anymore, you got that?" 

Sam stares at his father with wide eyes. _What is he talking 
about ?_ 

"I- I don't-" John grabs his son's shirt, twisting the ratty material 
in his hand. 

"Maybe I should just do to you what I do to him. That'll shut you 
up." Sam couldn't breathe, he was nearly being lifted off the couch 
his father's grip on him was so tight; his collar strung harshly 
against his windpipe. He was gasping for breath when his father let 
go. Sam backed up as far into the couch as it allowed him. John went 
for him again, this time his arm around Sam's neck holding his hand 
to the small boy's mouth. Sam yells out, but it's muffled and 
weak . 



John drags him to his bedroom and throws him into the bed. He 
scrambles, trying to get to the door, but his efforts are futile. 

John delivers a punch to Sam's stomach. The boy freezes, wind knocked 
out of him. John holds him down by his shoulders and removes his 
shirt. Sam's hands are pathetically attempting to push his father off 
him. 

"_Get_-, " he pauses to catch his breath, "_away_. " 

"With the way you lust after your brother I'm surprised you're not 
begging me to get inside you, little slut." 

"I don't- what are you talking abo-" 

Another slap to the face, the sound echoes off the walls and Sam's 
lip breaks open. Blood fills his mouth but now his adrenalin is 
pumping. He attempts to shove his father off him again. John grabs 
Sam's wrists in his hand and flips him over. 

"Get off me!" Sam shouts. His cries fall on deaf ears as John 
struggles to get his and his son's jeans off. Sam tries kicking at 
his father, but soon gives up and goes limp. 

"Please don't do this, please." Sam whimpers. 

"Shut up." He spits. 

**There is no greater sorrow than to recall happiness in times of 
misery . * * 

**Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy** 

Sorry, that's all I have for right now. Depending on the response 
I'll continue it. Thanks for reading, and as always, I don't own any 
characters unless stated otherwise. 


End 
f lie . 



